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Wilson never knew what he had expected to see. But what-
ever he had expected, it was not this. To start with, he had
no idea that a young gorilla was so big. Congo was immense.
His arms were thicker than a man's thighs. He was gro-
tesquely manlike, as he came forward, holding onto a long
table that was bolted to the floor. Dressed in a white sailor
suit with a sailor cap on his head, he was terrifying. His small
sharp eyes peered out from under the ridge of his brows. He
was making soft little noises through black pursed lips. For
all his tremendous bulk, he moved with absolute quiet. But
he moved: he was coining nearer. Olga interposed herself
between them. How fragile she looked beside this animal!
Beauty and the beast. That's what she wanted me to think,
he thought. Congo put a tremendous arm round her waist
and lifted his face towards hers. She bent to kiss him. Congo
seemed delighted. He stroked her hair with a black hand. He
touched her lips, forcing them open gently to see her teeth.
All the time he muttered to himself.
'Come nearer, Mr. Wilson,' Olga said. This is Mr. Wilson,
Congo. You understand. He's staying here and you are not
to hurt him. He is a friend. A friend,' she repeated.
The gorilla looked from her to him. He took off his cap and
scratched his head. His eyes remained fixed on him.
cKiss your hand to him, Congo.*
The gorilla put his hand to his mouth and blew him a kiss.
'Once he's done that, he's safe,5 Olga said, 'unless he gets
angry. Blow the doctor a kiss too.3
Congo blew Channel a kiss.
'He knows Channel very well,5 Olga said. 'Doesn't he,
Doctor?'
'He ought to. After all, I delivered him. Sometimes I won-
der if he is grateful.'
Delivered him. What did he mean? And why did they call
him 'him' all the time. Not 'it.3 Him: a person.
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